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Gradually Dick's memory began to return, so that we
could discuss men we knew in the regiment and rehearse
comic incidents in training in England, such as the
occasion of the bridging demonstration when the bridge,
instead of falling forwards on to the river, fell back-
wards on to the spectators.

"You must meet Fred/' he said one day.

"Who is Fred?"

" My stable companion. He's still more barmy than
I am."

He appeared the next afternoon with a small, trim
officer who carried himself stiffly erect and stared at me
with blazing blue eyes.

" Have a drink ? " he said.   '' Have a drink ?''

"This is Fred," said Dick. " He's absolutely nuts.
Aren't you, Fred? "

They both rolled with laughter. They were incredibly
happy and carefree like children, except when Dick lost
his note-book. Dick was obviously proud of his friend,
who looked a dwarf beside him.

"Fred's learning to read, aren't you, Fred? "

"Have a drink? Sorry. Yes," said Fred, "I'm
reading again. That is, they're teaching me to read.
I can't read, you see. Awfully stupid book I have to
read from. It's called The Happy Hen. It really is,"

They rocked with laughter.

" But the nurse is awfully pretty," said Fred. " I
wish I could be alone with her on the top of a haystack.
With some bottles of beer, of course."

At that moment Michael Kremer appeared with a